There has recently been a great revival of lace as an adornment for out-of-door dresses, and ladies who have had treasures stored away, perhaps handed down to them from their grandmothers and great-grandmothers, have been unfolding the wrappings and bringing out exquisite bits of Duchesse, Honiton, and Brussels. Many of these are yellow with age and have a peculiarly musty smell, and, frequently, a stain like spilt claret, all for want of fresh air; but these defects can be remedied by careful treatment in the hands of an expert in lace, who, by dainty darns, almost invisible to the naked eye, is able to restore the delicate fabric to its
original freshness and value.
The mending, cleaning, and remodelling of old lace is a special branch of art, and requires very careful training; and the mending in itself is a marvellous process to the uninitiated, such minute stitches go to the doing of it. For example, in very fine work, a small piece of muslin is laid at the back of the hole, darned into the original work, and then the superfluous muslin is cut away. This is very trying to the eyesight, but it is nothing to the strain of making some varieties of lace, notably a kind made in France a century ago. This is like a spider's web for fineness, and was actually made under conditions that in these days would make an uncommon stir among agitators for 
